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Helen Hoyt 

The medals in their ordered cases, 

Round and clean-edged, 

Cooled me. 

The tossing and tumbling of my body 

Drew itself into form, 

Into poise, 

Looking at their fine symmetry of being. 

MEMORY 

I can remember our sorrow, I can remember our laughter; 

I know that surely we kissed and cried and ate together ; 

I remember our places and games, and plans we had — 

The little house and how all came to naught — 

Remember well : 

But I cannot remember our love, 

I cannot remember our love. 

OH WE SHALL MEET 

Oh we shall meet, 

But how shall be that meeting t 

Oh we shall meet, 

But there is no repeating 

The look, the word, the laugh that used to be — 

There is no meeting now for you and me. 

We shall be there — in the room together, near — 

But the old delight that made old meetings dear 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Will not return, the leaping of will to will : 

Only a husky word, a trembling that tries to be still ; 

And we shall look at each other then, unbelieving the past, 

Knowing that even our sorrow could not last. 

ASCENSION 

Our love died and went into the grave. 

We piled stones upon it. 

Both of us piled stones upon it. 

We did not dream that it would ever rise again ; 

Now it has come forth 

With new life, not as its old life; 

With radiance about its head: 

Lifted apart from us; beyond the unhappy clay. 

THE ROOT 

Love faded in my heart — 
I thought it was dead. 
Now new flowers start, 
Fresh leaves outspread. 
Why do these flowers upstart 
And again the leaves spread? 
Oh, when will it be dead — 
This root that tears my heart! 



Helen Hoyt 
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